FORBIDDEN JOURNEY
with all the strength of his lungs: "Tokta!" Assa Khan
waited and put the two cases on his camel, handing over two
small suit-cases instead. These we balanced on the filly,
though, as a result of her recent shoeing, she was limping
slightly.
The Turkis went off first and gotfurther and further ahead,
so that we did not see them again till that night. Un-
ceasingly we watched for their tracks, though, as the ground
was hard, they scarcely showed. We had already been
marching five hours. It was only midday and it was essential
to go on till we came to water.
Slalom dragged his feet and stopped every couple of
hundred yards. I would speak to him gently when he
stopped. And he would look at me miserably before starting
off again. Impatiently I kept looking for some change of
ground and promise of water. Now Peter, with the leading-
rein passed over his shoulder like a Volga boatman, was
pulling Slalom on with all his might. I handled the whip.
At last, a gully seemed to be opening out in front. It was the
beginning of a little valley which widened further on into a
broad, mountain valley. Down there, there must be water.
Surely the camping ground must be there! But at five
o'clock we were at the other end. It was black and bare and
there was nothing, nothing at all. Where had our Turkis
gone? Had they climbed the little pass that separated us from
the next valley?
Peter—I could not think exactly why—shouted as loudly as
he could. The men must surely have gone on with their
camels till they came to water. And water was far away.
We found their tracks at the foot of the slope. But Slalom
would never be able to get up there. What were we to do?
"One ...
"Two . .  »
Peter had the bridle wound round his arm. I loaned my
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